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TbcHtflorie 
He made ablufhingcitallofhimfelfe, 

And chid his truant youth with fuch a grace 
As if he maftred therc a double fpirit 
Ofteaching and oflearning inftantly, 

Theredidhe paufe,butletmetelthe vvorld 
Ii he outliue thc enuie of this day, 

England did neucr owe fo fweete a hope 
So much mifconftrucd in his wantonnefte. 

Het/p. Coofcn I thinke rhou art ehamored 
On hisfbliicSjiicuer did/heate 
OfanypriuCefo wilde alibertie, 

But be hc as he will,yet once ere night 
I wil! imbrace him with a fouldiours arme, 

That he fhall fhrinke vnder my curtefic, 

A rme,arme with fpced,and fellowes, foldiors/ricnds, 
Bctter confider what you haue to do 
Then I that haue not wel the gift of tongue 
Can lift yourblood vp with petCwåGon,EnteraMeJ/e^er, 
(JfyfefMy Lord,here are letters for you. 

Hot, I cannot read them now, 

OGentlemcn thc time oflife is fhort, 

T o fpend that fhortnes bafcly were too long 
Iflife did ride vpon a dials pomt, 

Still ending at thc arriuall ofan houre. 

And ifwe liue we liue to tread on kings, 

Ifdie,braue death when princes die with vs, 

Now fbr our confcicnces,the armes are faire 
When thc intem ofbearing them b iuft. Sitter another. 
Af ef. My Lord,prepare,the king comcs on a pace. 
Hot-1 thankc him that he c uts mc from my tale. 

For Iprofefle not talking onely this. 

Let each man do his beft,and here draw I a fword, 

Whofc temper I intend to ftaine 

With the beft bloud that Tean meet withall. 

In the aduenture ofthis pcrillous day, 

Now efpcrance Percy and fet on, 

Sound all the loftic inftrumentsofwar. 

Andby that Muficke let vs alltmbrace. 


For 


ofHenrte thefourth. 

For heauen to earth forne ofvs neucr fhall 
A fecond time do fuch a courtefie, 

Herethey embrace,the trumpets found, the king enters with his 
power,alarme tothebatteljthenenter DougUsjtndfirWal¬ 
ter Blunt. 

Blunt. What is thy name that iii battell thus thou crofTeft nic, 
What honour doft thou feeke ypon my head? 

Doug. Know theniny name is Douglas, 

And I do haunt thee in the battell thus 
Becaufe forne tell mc that thou art a king. 

Blunt. They tell thee true. 

Doug. The Lord ofStaffotd dcare to day hath bought 
Thy likeneflc,forin fleed of thee king Harry 
This fword hath ended him,fo fhall it thee 
Vnlefle thou yeeld thee as my prifoner. 

Blunt. I was not borne a ycclder thou proud S cot, 

And thou fhalt find a king that will reuenge 
Lord Staffbrds death. 

Tbeyfight,Douglas kils Blunt,then enter Hotfpur. 

Hot Ö Douglas hadft thou fought at Holmedonthus 
I neuer had ti iumpht vpon a Scot. 

Doug. Als done,als won here breathles lies thc king. 

Hot. Wiicre ? Doug Here. 

Hot. This Douglas?no,T know this fåee full well, 

A gallantknight he was,his name was Zfluut, 

Scmblably furnifht like the king himfelfe. 

Doug. Ah foölcjgoe with thy foule whither it goes, 
Aborrowed tide haft thou bought too deare. 

Why didft thou tell me that thou wert a king ? 

Hot. The king hath many marching in his coates. 

Doug. Now by my fword I will kill al his coates, 

Ilemurdcr all his wardrop,peecebypeccc 

Vntill I mccte thc king. Hot. Vp and away. 

Our fouldicrs ftand full fairely for thc day. 

Marme,Enter FalJhtljfe• felus. 

F<tlfl. Though I could fcape fhot-free at London, I feare the 
ftioc hcre,heres no skoring but vpon thc pate.Soft,who are you? 
fir Walter Blunt, theres honour for you,hcrcsno vanitic,I am as 

K i hot 
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